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when the sun set, they went again to the hall of
audience. And there they saw the Princess, clad
in a saffron robe and a bodice studded with car-
buncles, and her crown and ornaments, sitting on
her throne. And she smiled at the King as he came
in, and he sank upon a couch, speechless and fas-
cinated, under the spell of her beauty. Then Rasa-
kdsha came forward and stood before her, and
began again:

Lady, there lived formerly in a certain country
a very stupid Brahman householder, who inadver-
tently committed a deadly sin. And his spiritual
adviser told him, that his guilt could be cleansed
and his sin atoned for, only by going and spending
the remainder of his life bathing in the Ganges.
So he handed over his goods to his son, and set
out, with his pot and staff, on his pilgrimage to the
Ganges. And after travelling for some days, he came
to the bank of a small mountain streamlet, whose
waters in the hot season were all but dry. And
he said to himself: Doubtless this is the sacred
Ganges. So he took up his abode on the banks
of that stream, bathing every day in such water
as he could find. And thus he remained for five
years.

Then one day there passed by that way a Pashu-